464                    A MODERN COMEDY
ity had got to save itself! To save itself-what was that,
after all, but expression of' the will to live' I But did
humanity will to live as much as it used I That was the
point, Michael stopped strumming and listened to the
silence, Not even a clock ticking-time was inhospitable
in 'parlours'; and England asleep outside. Was the
English' will to live' as strong as ever; or had they all
become so spoiled, so sensitive to life, that they had
weakened on it I Had they sucked their silver spoon so
long that, threatened with a spoon of bone, they preferred
to get down from table I ' I don't believe it,' thought
Michael,' I won't believe it, Only where are we going I
Where am I going ? Where are all God's children going ?'
To bed, it seemed!
And Big Ben struck; One,